For when your spurs were gained
Passion was unrestrained.
Your hues were not obtained

From dust and ashes.
You did of old deride
His spirit who denied.
You are but gratified

By Life's fierce flashes.

Now indignation foams!
The purple of your combs
Is purpler than the plum's

Or purple heather's.
What though it must endure!
Break Beauty! O secure
Some respite from the lure

Of all the feathers!
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